EEAA* AAR RAK EKKAAEEK*EHOCKO physicalHE REALLY REVEALS HIMSELF IN THIS C. MANY 


Roadster and what's true? What is it 
about myth that charges the very air, provokes imagina?playboy, silent womanto 
have it if it's a lie halfOlie or what’ Hocko let them stay in a condo 
apartment, bare wires andof floor tiles and what have you "You're not living here. 
's nowhere near to township building code and'll fine me. You stay for nothing, 
until we start sellingunits, no rent. Hell, man your age ends up with young...why, 
girl like that can go all night if you know what I.he has to afford it, 
physically, mentally, financially. you have to do in return is help me in 
promotion for thesecondominiums. You got extra shirt?" "One," laughed eddie 
Good you can give me one cause I'm losing mine. Anyways, Iyou to be 
Minnifield in my gala opening, that assholewho drove his Auburn roadster into the 
gorge, singing theUh UElatest ditty, white silk scarf aOwavin' in the 
moonlight,brighter than day *that? story goes...and goes!--maybe heclean over the 
Indian maiden on his drunken route, herpining fuckin' away hundred©eight or so 
years, staring downthat gorge waiting for her sweethearty brave to paddle hisback 
from somewheres. Oh well, those old stories are aboutas anything we say or 
anything else. So, I'm naming the oneMinnifield, another The Silent Woman. What 


the fuck! ? How's your singing voice?" "Not me." "Won't sing, hey? 
Minnifield, why he sung and danced and. He was a playboy and that there's the job 
description. , when I was up to it, nobody come along and hired me. But, maybe 


you'd rather play the part of that old boy whippingdingdong around in the gorge, 
and thereby thrilling you. that's the latest legend of the famous gorge, aint it?" 

"Broke that one's stupid old head if I could've reached!" "At any rate, 
we're not going to name a building after him--Arms? Though there's a precedent 
somewhere I reckon. great men were probably dickie wavers. That be a good book. 
mean, aint that the kind of shit they put in books? I wished Isome fuckin taste 
so I could find some of these fuckin things. Why I can't appreciate three 
quarters of the shit that'stoday." Lissa brought a few Lamps in p'up..and 
hipped clothes("I'm bringing what I'll leave with." she'd tell him later.) ForUh 
U 


now she parked atop construction rubble and took a walk to waitHocko's white 
Caddilac to leave. bold red faced and body.of new apt but drapes painting etc 

He sees Hocko off blackleather seats and then he doesn'the sees her at 
distance and she first looks like boy r gorge on other side? Mkes him think he 
amde mistake and can;tgenesis of idea,, any idea lately. Then she stands on. "I 
thought you was the Indian girl." They were interrupted by sound of Hocko's 
Cadillac's brakesand the tires thumping as he veered away from the truck from MAD 
AARON RAVEN THE USED FURNITURE MAVENstuff she had bought.cheap dinette and all to 
matchwhite, pseudo©Danish slipperyness. "What Indian girl?" Like short burst 
dialogue hereby frags of description as truck flung dustily away.dirty talcum, 
bits on talc settling onher upper lip, hairand fine. Don't you know that one? She 
kneeled on that same tablerockstanding on up there and stared into the gorge every 
day foror so years waiting for old whatsisface, Indian boyfriend. her eyes with a 
hand," Eddie demonstrated with a smirk. "You must've saw it on the Lumber yard 
calendar forever and a, well since that lumberyard's been there, old man 
Harkinsbuying that same cheap calendar, some painting some ladyUh UGin the art 
club of the Methodists. Anyway...one day she threwin--that's the story anyway." 

"Yeah? that's what it is? A story? Is that right? Just a, huh? Is that 
what you think? Well I can tell you it's no. I felt things there. I feel things 
sometimes. shiverherself. I never told you. I probably shouldn't" "Yeah? And 
I just told you about it and you never knew it, and now you know it's true or 
something and don't keepthe same thing over and over...cause if you're gonna do 
that all the time we live here..." She waves his comment off, "There's a...a 
something down in-I don't know what that is, and yeah, I can see that therewoman, 
now, just the way you described" her voice droppingas if along the dark trees 
etcshe can this and then trans into domesticDOMESTIC Che complians ast to bamboo 


guy allwys watchingsays bamboo guy's on to you©©Wow but you do have some guilt! 
Just cause you're maried man turhign hislef inside outthis tender piece,? Don't 
talk that way. Beliebve me youtalk things into cheap. Uh UE Oh I 
wouldnwant to do that!'s just something I knowat precise times she knows and at 
others she is morethan anyone else (Much later on, alone, at Radio Shackwill drop 
a card of spideryovera feeling) "That word feel,it belongs to; they actually feel 
it as they say it, if you can understand." She narrowed her shoulders, indeed her 
compact whole. "You can laugh at me but there's something I can feel evenyou 
yelled. While just walking up here. Something."to be indulged "I can feel too. 
Crazy old man waving his crazy dingdong! of those days that was crazy all day. I 
mean to tell you..." bothers him that he gets tonguetied here like frustrated. 
Well, what do you mean? I can't talk no more about it. Too bad. That's 
how I learn. When you're gong to live withwoman and only can mention about 
somebody's...thing...pretty. And you don't even know why! How do you come off 
laughingold stories about people who really experienced things?andyou got so much 


sick shit crawling around in your mind. Hey! My mind aint no dirtier than any 

other! Besides, Iyou took the psychology course in how to make a lot out ofUh 

U 

nothing. You're just nervous is all. he's smug that he has thediagnosis 
Shhhhhh! Now what the fuck? Shut the fuck up! frightened 


You ...shut...!grin Oh yeah she jumped all right. Shiver! That she did!- 
reacted since too much image for him & relate to other thingsnervous because she's 


crazy! All broads are crazy but notbut guy he threw off course... they had a 
fight over whre to put the Lamps although thebe the only place.and both sank into 
bed. exhausted from logic!back to back©©washing, wving rainshe trembled but 


didn't want embrace-feeling makes him rem fatsand what were you doing?©©un I been 
warned that tht a young woman can go allnight. yeah. Or not at all? And more 
than allif I find the right man. If I do I'll never stop. I'll screw forever. 
Nowdothink of that?Uh UEI don't think nothing. Except I'm always not the 
right guy forwomen I've ever kKnown!boohoo. You neverknow...or I wouldn't be 
here.fm last c's always the trouble:you never know.ESCAPE FROM HORROR OF LIVING 
AND EXPdon't know what i did...I mean there aint nothing they...like if I did a 
little part of...'d run to them dishes and put my hands in up to theand never take 
em out.---smells of pink liquidit init init ingrass clip rose bushes, wants hand 
mower, cottage she compares to grass guys which kills himwhole lot of them is 
simple for christs sake/Mogus: How's my wife doing?; how or who. Isn't that 
always the question?what the hell kind of Minister is that?laughed and fell to the 
floor, and he followed her thereUh UETo bed!here!sex, banging up his knees on 
plywoodyet I've seen Billy Mogus when the spirit is in him!can use theleast of 
us., well he aint to fuckinfussy then!'s the idea.about brains in fat's 
bunch/peopler you read aboutmag/ I held my own with them! see on tv!" I'mnot 
Surprised. They got to the biggest asholes on tv. That's wha t it exists for.'s 
one big flaming ashsole like to give you anervous breakdown if you ask me.I know 
people like that. Big shots. Now don'tat me like I ws some ignorant 
smallOtowner! ?woman gets to know more people.'s no such thing as class when you're 
lookin for a piece ofmy poetry.shocked but knows he has to learn not to be.agosy 
trenthornn talks like that, at Billy©Billie's place.making stupid poems up.at his 
lapels clammy hands: keep your eye peeled/ you't see the whole deal! Keep your 
eyes closed. Rely on yourUh U 

nose! Learn how to feel how to burn! And never wait your turn!: Well i aint him. 
And...maybe I'm the only person who aint. you evr think of that?©©dsiturbs him. 
because too crazyhte hell you mean by that?don't know what the hell I mean byh 
that.hers hocko's voice: no he's got bigge tits.don;t need Hocko's voice©Oas good 
asArgosy: he's been in the store. Talk about an. He's a walking tv.: i swear 
sometime you smile for no reason at allthink you got a sandtrap for a mind.don't 
look so surprised. I know about sandtraps. Seen Jackon tv last week . He got 
stuck in one and all thesehad to decide what he could do by the rules or 
somethingit was a puddle in it.thing I ever saw!Aaron Balmer playing with him? Or 


True Luveno?thing I ever saw! about How about Crane Noonan?did't notice. there were 
enough assholes around makinggreat big decidsion! It was like the Vatican or 
something.: sporshit p;ours from tvif you was int. you're of upper caste like 
India orUh UEsomething or think you we had India in high school, believe it 
or, so don't look so surprised.believe it cant add up a column of single figures 
but India!!way of summ inclu mystical and nervoushe insists life is goodout at 
level shecereal boxes dishes in sink --assorted grimes-dried eggs K rets and 
merges w voodo --all in away as sex has loosend him. If that was what she 
condsereddutyshe could go all night etc.ive seen everything int e sink at once-- 
and she reallyimage!he's shook and interproets that housework 'Ll be hishe can't 
get point across to her when he had discusss s w geniuses etcfats immoral and she 
a-mor?: fats even immoral to herself -HE TRIES TO ONE-UP AS TO LEARNING AND ED and 
she LaughshimUh UEalso that he gets to know he can never top herline's he's 
happy--not all windows inflows, stimulating. !!!!!!!!!In some unknown way he came 
to be happy, startingnight.days to recognize feelings.what mogus said to 
himMOgus--leaning--he's doing them a whole lot of good at a bit.last two images 
before he goes to sleep.Koppel Tv'sthe only fact! eyes tight worshipThe world 
itselfmetaphor!you dnt agrree with this newer critic who says the messagethe ? 

are all of us messages, and they change moment by momentwe do.: playng house with 
all the grimy shit attached 


